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1
SYNOPSIS.

Francols Beaupres, a
roa yenrs, after an amusing Incident in
'Itlcll Marshal Ney figures, s made »
Chevaller of ¥France by the Emperor Na-
poloon, who prophesied that the boy
might one dany be a marshal of France
undor another Honaparis, At the age of
ten neols visits General Baron Gan.
pard Gourgnud, who with Alixe, lils
wsoven-year-old daughter, llves at the
eau. A soldler of the Empire under

N ?‘ohon ho fires ths boy's tmg'ginu!lnn
with stories of his campalgna e boy
becomes a copylat for the general and
1enrns of the friendship between the gen-
eral and Marquis Zappl, who campaigned
with the general under Napoloon. ar-
cs:ll- Zappl and his son, Pletro, arrive st
the Chateau, The generil dugrees to care
for the Marquis’ son while the former
Koes to America, The Murguis asks Fran-
cols to be a friend of his son. The boy
solemnly progilses. Franceis goes to the
Chateny (o llve, Marguis Zappl dies loav-
ing Pletro as a ward of the general
Allge, Pletro and Francols meet a strange
boy who proves to be Prince Louls Na-
polson. Francols saves his life, The gen.
eral discovers Francoln loves Allxe, and
exiracts & promise from him that he wili
ot interfere between the girl and Pletro.
neolp goea to Italy as secrelary to

ant babe of

otro, Queen Hortense pians the escape
of hor son Louls Napoleon by dismilsing
im and Marquis Zappl as her Inckeys.
neols takes Marquls  Zappi's place,
who Ia 111, in the escape nf Hortense and
LTouls. Drossed as Louls” hrother Fran-
wols lures the Austrians from the hotel al-
Yowing the prince and his mother to o8-
eape. Francols is 8 prisoner of the Aus-
trians for five voars, In the castle owned
by Pletro in Itnly. Ha discovers in his
guard one of Pletro’s old family servants,
and through him  sends  word to  his
fHendn of his plight. The genernl, Alixe
and Pletro piana Francols’ escape. Fran-
culs recelves a note from Pietro explain-
Ing In detall how to escaps from his
prison.  Allxe awnits him on horseback
and leads him to his friends on board
the Amerlean satling vessel, tha “Lovely
Lucy.” Francols, an a guest of ¥iarry
Hampton, on the "Lovely Lucy,” moes to
Amerien to manage Pletro's estate
Virginla. Laey Hampton falls in love
with Francols, FPrinee Louls Napoleon
in America becomes the muest the
Hamptons, wherp ha meets  Francols
Lucy Hampton reveals her love for Fran-
cols after thoe latter saves the life of
Harey Hampton and is himself injured
n the affort. Francols tells Lucy of his
o for Alixe. 1le roturns to Francs and
tells Allxe his one wish In life 13 that she
fove Plotro. YFrancols joins the politioal
plottors. His health faifs and he is farded
o return {0 Amerien, Later Napeleon
pummmons hm to London to add him in
his plots to gain the French throne, Lucy
Hampton woeds her cousin, Pletro _pro-
poses to Allxe and s accepted They
plin a letter to Francals telling him his
wish Is granted. Francolg on the night
bafore the battle shows the prince a let-
ter from Alixe., which he thinks is a
confession of her love for him

CHAPTER XXX|.—Continued.

Prince Louls saw the dawning of
pconsternation. Hapldly he considered.
Was it well to take away a man’s hap
piness and courage just before a fight?
He remembered some words of Fran-
cols spoken thres years before, worde
whose dramatic barencss had struck
him. “When a knight of the old time
wont into battle,” the young man had
sald, “he wore on his helmet the badge
of his lady, and the thought of her in
his heart. A muan fights better so."
Very well. This blind kolght should
have his letter, with the meaning he
had read into ft, for his Indy's badge,
and he should fight tomorrow with the
thought of her in his heart. The let-
ter suggested another meaning to so-
phisticated Louls Bonaparte, but there
s no need to hasten the feet of un-
happiness. The resonant French volee
spoke at last In an unused accent of
cordiglity and the Prince led. with
ungrudging graciousuess,

“Mistuken, my Francoie! Not at all.
The little billet-doux breathes love for
you {n each line—there is no question!
But, mon aml, you have not finished
your etory.” So PFrancols explained
about the lettor left with Lucy Hamp
ton and (ts pramature sending. “That
has reached her now—she Knows now
that 1 love her, she knows what has
really been my lifelong wish—she has

hurried this.,” and hig hand crushed
tha note tenderly—"ghe has hurried
1liis to mo before the fOght—that |
might know ber love also—that |

might fight better for you, my Prince
—Louls—wlith thut joy In my heart”
Prince Louls, bis head thrown back,
his expressionless eyes watching the
vings of smoke which he puffed from
his mouth—ring after ring, mounting
in dream-like procession to the low
eelling, considered again. Somewhere
in the chain of events of this love-
affair his kean practical sense feit a
link that did rot fit—a link forced Into
«connection. Vaguely he discerned how
it was-—something had happened to
the Virginian letter—thers had been
a confusion somewhere. To him the
four worde of Allxe's posticript were
final. “Pletro sends his love.” A sub-
conscious rensoning made him certain
that Pletro would not have come into
such & letter If it had beon indeed a
loye-letter; that the three lines of
writing just before the battle could
not have held nnother man's nawme, if
they had been written to the man
whom she loved. Very dimly, very
surely the Prince concluded these
things; and then he lowered his clgar,
and his gray dull eyes came down
from the celling and rested, kindly on
the radiant face. “You are right, my
friend. It waj an exquisite thought of
your lady-lovée to put this other weap-
on, this bright sword of happiness Into
your hand, to fight with tomorrow.
Mon Dieu, we will reward her by send-
fng her back a Marshal's baton by
you; & Marshal's baton tomorrow,
Francols! How would It sound, par
wxample, to say ‘Madame la Mare
«<hale'?"

_ The light from Francols' eyes was
ke a lamp.

“My Prince-—8ire—there are three
things 1 have desired all my life, all
great things, but of them that one—
the baton of a Marshal—is the least.
If 1 might win her love—I] have sald;
4f 1 might help put you in Napoleon's
place and shout ‘Vive 'Empereur’ for
you on the throne of France; If 1

~ might fulfill the Emperor's prophecy

. and be not a ‘Marshal some day' sny
. Jonger but a Marshal of your empire—
1t ju asking much of one lifetima, above

Il for & man born & poasant, is It
ot? Yat
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that eaught at the Prince’s nerves, and
made him draw & breath qulckly
“Something above myself tells me”
Francois sald slowly, aud the worda
came with a languid power, as i his
personality were a medium, “that be-
fore tomorrow might the officera who
stand about you shall hall you Em-
peror over the body of & man who lles
before you."

In the silence, the Prince’'s watch
could be heard ticking. Francols ehiv-
ered violently,

“Ugh!" he sald, his teeth chattering.
“It gives me a ‘crise de nperfs,' that
trick of vision-gesing. [ do not like
it, and yet at times it selzes me, Why
should It come to A man happy as |
am—a man who has dared ask three
enormous wiehes of the good fairies;
who holds one of them in hig hand"—
he lifted the letter—"who sees another
In easy reach, and who,” he smiled
brilllantly, “who will be well content
without the third, my Prince, the first
two being his” He shivered agaln.
“Ik the night raw? It is as If I wero In
n grave, this coldness.,” he aald, look-
Ing sbout with a disturbed gaze, “yel
my life ts just beginning.”

The Prince rose and tossed his clgur
to the fireplace, “It {a slmply that you
are tired, Francois,” he sald in the

tranquil tones which no peril dis-
turbed. “The nerves of us all are
stretched and yours are the finest

strung. Go to bad, and at daylight you
will be warm enough, with the work
that awalts us. Sleep well—good
night, my friend.,”

Later, in the darkness of his cham.
her, Pripce Louis lay awake, his Imag-
Ination filled with the man whose dra-
matie perasonality appealed to him as
few had ever done. He thought of his
own life, according to his lights not a
bad life, radically strong and radically
gentle, yet complicated, abnormal from
Ita, start, with many shadows and
many stains; then of the crystal clear-

ness of this other’'s, with his three
wighes In which he trusted as simply
ae a child would trust to the fairies. A
smile almost tender stole ncross the
mask-llke features In the dark. “There
{s no doubt but the girl will marry the

marquis,” he reflocted. “Yet | am |
glad 1 left him his hope and his happl- |
nees A vislon of Francols' beatified |
look rose before him. |

“A man fights better 80, the Prince
murmured aloud, and, his own gadness
forgotten In another man's joy, he fell
agleep,

CHAPTER XXXII.

The Bugle-Call,
The gray dawn of a Sunday morning
began to break over the sleeping city
of Boulogne, yet earlier than the dawn

anxious eves opened to wateh, and
men's hearts beat fast to meet it
Scattered In lodginghoures and bar

racks Louls Napoleon's followers wore
walting before daylight for the part)
they had to play. No man among them |
was n8 quiet, ns Iittle nervous as the
Prince., yet his as well as every eal!
lant heart of them felt n throb of
relfef with its bound of excitement
when a trumpet from the Ausierlitz
barrncks, the barracks of the fourth
artillery, Napoleon's own regiment,
suddenly sounded,

It was the signal, and In & moment

the Prinee and his escort were mov-
ing down the dark street toward
Coloneél Vaudrey's quarters, towinrd

ihat ringing note not yet died out from
the pulsing air

The city was tranquil when Prinea
Louls reachied the barrack-gate, and
the soldier-blood in him rushed in &
tide when he saw sixty mounted artil-
lerymen posted at the entrance, and
beyond, In the yhrd, statvelike, war
ke, stlont, the regimont formed in
square. If the fourth artillery fol
lowed its colonel, If the day went well,
this was the core of his army, Colonel
Vaudrey was In the center of the
square; the Prince marched quietly
to him and as he came, with n sharp
simultancous clatter that was the mu

“Saldiers!
a New Empire 8hall Be Yours!"

The Honor of Beginning’

sle of Heaven to his ears, the whole
reglment prosented arms,

In the glowing light the soldiers who
fronted toward him could see that the
colorless face turned grayer, but that
was all, and quickly Colonel Vaudrey
spoke to his men,

“Soldlers of the fourth artillery,” he
sald loudly, “a revolution begins to-
day under the nephew of the Emperor
Napoleon. He I8 before you, and
comes to lead you. He has returned
to his land to give back the people
their righte, the army lis greatness.
He trusts In your courage, your de-

| self was on hls way to the same place

| and In & hundred ways the man hud

v
to whom he ¢came eaught up the ery,
and thoe deep voloes sent It rolling
down the empty streets. Louls Bona-
parte standing erect, motionless, im-
passive as always, wondered If & pulse
taight beat harder than his and not
break. He leld up his hand, and rap
idly, yet with lingering shouts of en-
thusiasm, the tumult quieted.

“Holdiers,” he nald, “1 have come to
you first because between you and
me there are great memorles. With
you the Emperor, my uncle, served as
oaptain; with you he won glory at the
slege of Toulon; you opened the gates
of Grenoble to him wheén he came
back from Kiba. Soldlers, the honor
of beginning a new emplre ahall be
yours; yours shall be the honor of sa-
luting first the eagle of Austerlitz and
Wagram.” He caught the standard
from an officer and held it high. "It
la the sign of French glory; It hns
shons over every battlefield; It has
passed through every eapitol of Eur-
ope. Soldiers, rally to the eagle! 1
truet it to you—we will march today
against the oppressors. erying 'Long
liye France'"”

One who has not heard a reglment
gone mad can not know how It was.
With deafening clatter and roar every
sword was drawn and the shakos flew
nloft and again and again and again
the men's deep volces sent up In bro-
ken mugnificent chorus the groat his-
torlec ery to which armiesa had gone
into battle,

“Vive I'Emperaur! Vive Napoleon!”

The souls of a thousand men were
on fire with memories and traditions,
with a passion of consecration to a
cause, and ag 1 the spell of the name
grow stronger with fte repetition they
shouted over and over, In tremendous
uniton, over and over and over.

“Vive Napoleon! Vive 'Emporear!”

It wns neceesary at last for
quiet glender young man who was the
storm-canter to raise his hand again,
and with a word, with the glimmer of
a smile to epeak his gratitude —to stop
the storm. There was much to be
done. The fourth artillery was but

the |

one of several regimenta to be galned
it the victory were to be complete, |
Colonel Lombard was dispgtehed to a |
printing office with proclamntions to
be struck off; Lieutenant Lalty hur
ried away to his battallon; a detach-
ment was sent to hold the telegrzph
office: the tumult once quieted, thm
yard was a sceno of efficlent business,
for nll this had been planned and each
officer knew his work. In a very few
moments the offMcers of the third ar
tillery who were with the Prinee had
hastened to thelr quarters, another had
been sent to arouse the forty-sixth of
the lne, at the Place 4° Alton bar
racks, nnd shortly Prince Louls him-

Through the streets of the eity. no
longer empty, he pagsed with his ofli- |
cers, and the peopls poured from thelr
houses, and Jolned and answered the
shouts of the soldlers

“Vive I'Empercur!” the soldiers
erfod. "It 18 the nephew of Napoleon,™
and the eltizens threw back, "Vive
I'Empercur! It is the son of the hop- |
eat king of Holland! It is the grand
son of Josephine!™

They pressed so cloae about the
gmall Ngure in its Swiss uniform of n
eolonel that for A moment he was sep- |
arated from his oflicers, and Colonel
Vaudrey., smiling for all his military
diseipline, wne foreed to order his
mounted artilléerymen to  clear the |
road. Every moment an old eoldler
broke out of the mass and embraced
the engle which Lieutenant de uuc-r-l
ellea carrled proudly high above all |
this emotion: the soldiers' eyea fiash.
od with success; the Prinee's heart
beat high for jJoy to know that he had
not misread the heart of army or peo-
ple. When the column passed the gen
darmerie the guard turned out and
presonted arms, shouting, “Long live
the Hmperor!”™ So he went through
the streets of Doulogne, Louls Napo
leon Bonaparte, elght long years tw-l
fore he eame to his own, and march-
ed in triumph and acclamation to a
fallure

And close by his side, his look as
radlunt ns the Prince's look was con-
tnined and impassive, marched always
Francols Beaupre. The hard-¢arned
military knowledge. the patlent toil
of preparation had come into play,

been useful With no exact rank as
yet, but ready at any moment, eager
for the hardest task, never nsking for
rest, quick-witted, resoureeful, oflicers
as well as Prince had developed a
habit of turning o Beaupre for serv-
jce after service. And always they
were met with a glad consent which
encouraged them to ask more until
the Prince sald:

“1t 18 the case of the willing horse;
1 will not permit that my right-hand

mnn be worked te death—It must
stop.”
Today, however, Francols had o

definlte duty of responsibility. While
the Prince marched, gathering
strength at every yard, through the
town toward the Place d' Alton at its
tarther side, Colonel Couard of the
third artillery had gone to proclaim
the great news to his regiment and to
hold them ready. In case of success
At the Place 4' Alton, Beaupre was to
go back 2ad bring them to joln the
Prince, In case of failure they were
to be his reserve. The Flace 4’ Alton
barracks lay between town and ram-
parts, to be reached from the town
side only by a narrow lane; but the
ramparis commanded with a . large
open epace the yard where the sol-
diers assembled. If the Prince entered
from the town slde, from the streat—
Faunbourg Pierre—only an escort could
go with him, If he went by the ram-
parts the wholg enthuslastic fourth
artillery might be at his back. This
then was the route chosen.

But as the Prince and the regiment
and the swinging shouting mass of
citizens made Ns way toward the
guarters, suddenly, too late, the offi-
cers about his Highness saw that
some one had blundered. Bomeone in
the van a man had lost his head, had

"third artillery could arrive there be-

thing had happened to the offcer sont
to arouge them-—another slip In the
ohain—and |nstead of belng drawn up
in the yard they were getting ready
for Sunday inspectlon, but they flock-
ed to the windows at the noise, they
rushed into the yard at the name of
Napoleon. An old sergeant of the
Imperinl Guard ran forward and kias-
ed Prince Louls' hand, and the re-
sorved face lightened—he knew the
value of n  bit of sentiment with
Fronchmen; he was not wrong: in a
moment the line regiment had caught
up the erlea of “Vive I'Emperaur!”
ralsed by the artillerymen, and the
earlier acene of the Austerlitz bar
racks was being repeated here, Prines
Louls;, pale and composed in the cen-
ter of the roar of volces, the seeth
ing sea of excltement, heard a word
at his ear and turned.

“Sire, it 1s successa. 1 go to bring up
your Majesty’s other regiment,” Fran-
cols said, and the Prince answered
quletly:

“Yen, It is success, Go, mon ami.”

In & moment the messenger had
thrown himself on the horse of an ar-
tilleryman and foreed a way through
the recolling mass, down the lane,
and out to the Faubourg Plerre. In
the free strest he galloped the horse,
through the windings that he had
learned with this moment in his mind.
The third was drawn up walting, and
a shout like a clap of thunder greeted
his news. Buoyant, proud, he took
hiz place by the ¢olonel at thelr head,
and gally the joyful march back be
Km. The sun had come from behind

e clouds of early morning and shone
glorlously on glancing seteel, on the
brilliant swinging line of the regi-
ment. [Low branches of troes brushed
Francois’ shoulder as he rode nnd the
touch thrilled him, for he knew by it
that this was true and not a dream,
wnd he, Prancols Beaupre, was lead-
ing a eg!ment of France to France's
Empeoror. -

Suddenly a man galloped from a
slde street, In front of the advaneing

troops; he stopped, saluted, called a
word. It was not a duy to take any-
thing for granted; Colonel Couard
halted the regiment.

“The arsenal,” the man gasped
“They have taken Monsieur de Per-
slgny prisoner. Monsgieur le General
Volrol Is on his way, but he s dis
tant. It 18 a gtep from here. The

fore him-—they would surrender—
Movsfeur de Persigny would be re-
leasel'~he stopped breathless,

The eclonel turned an Inquiring look
on Francwds As the Prince's m--:‘-I

2y ot B

“The Arsenal!” the Man Gasped. |
genger, a8 the man whom he had sesn
clogest to the Prince’s person, he de-

forred to him, and Francols rrnlir.r-dl
that he must make, and make quickly,

a momontous declsion. The arsenal
was immense and Nghtly gunrded. Do |
Persipny had been sent with a amall
force to take it for the ammunition
it held might at any moment be of

supreme Importance. It seemed that

| ithe detachment which guarded 1t had |

been underrated, for It had made pris-
oners of De Persigny and his men,

land this alde-de-cnmp had alone es- |
| somewhere,

caped. It they were to be rescued, Uf
the argenal was to be gained for the
Prince, this very moment must be
selzed. General Voirol, royalist, the
commandant at Boulogne, was on his
way with reinforcements and the
third might well hold (he arsenal
agalnst hlm but pot galn it from him.
With his whole belng concentrated
Frateols thought. The orders were
plain to lend the third artillery to join
the Prince on the ramparts, But there
are timos in history when to obey or-
ders is treuachery. Was not this mo-
ment, heavy with the right or wrong
of hig deecision, one of them? Was It
not the part of a mind capable of
greatness to know and grasp the fiying
second of opportunity? Would not the
Prince reproach him, it he stupldly let
this one chance In a thousand go by,
for servile fear of disobeying orders?
He had left his Highness safe with
two regiments at his back; this other
could do nothing at the Place d' Alton
barracks but swell the ranks; here, by
a turn of a hand, they might win for
the cause the very blood and bones
of success, a mighty arsenal, and for
themselves honor and gratitude from
thelr Emperor. Io  Francols' mind
was a touch of innocent vanity that he
should have the power to render so
signal & service, yet no thought at all
for himself or for the honor he might
gain or lose; Wwhole-heartedly he
welghed the reasons why or why not
it would be best for the Prince.

The alde-de-camp's volce broke In.
“My Colonel, 1 beg you, I implore you,
save Monsieur de Persigny. The
Prince loves him—he will be very
angry If he is left helpless—they
thresten to execute him—I myself
heard—1I impore you, Monsieur le Col-
onel. For the rest, it is indeed the
moment of fate to win the arsenal.”

Francols' face It with a fire of
decision. “My Colonel, It {8 for the
Prince—It would be his will—we must
not let slip the gift of destiny. To
the arsenald™

And while orders rang out sharply
and the regiment wheeled into sliding
lines that doubled and parted and
flowed together agaln in an elastio
stream toward the looming arsenal

with a quick word to De
was

strong hold on Prince Louls.

Francols rode agalh to the colonel's
gide, nnd he did not doubt that he had
decided rightly.

CHAPTER XXXIII,
The Accolade at Last.

It 1# & common tragedy that men,
belng human, cdnnot see all sides of
a queslion; that a declslon right in
ona light may bring disaster In an
other. If events had stayed where he
left them, Francols Beaupre and Col
onal Couard and his regiment would
have won honor and eternal grati
tude from Louls Bonaparte for the
quarter of an hour's work which made
the arsenal thelrs. Events, Instead of
standing still, or going forward, took
an unexpected sinister turn, not long
after Francols® golng.

The happy Prince. smiling the shad-
owy smile which made his face win-
ning, stood In the center of triumphant
turmoll; his new followers, the men
of the forty-sixth, crowded about him
shouting, gheering, kissing his hands,
and the loyal fourth artillerymen fra.
ternized, embraced, congratulated the
men of the line regiment. The narrow
courtynrd wns & hubbub of rapturous
excitement, and the Prince’s officers—
Montholon, Vaudrey, Volsin, Parquin,
D'Hunin, Quarelles—these and others
whose namea Frenchmen knew, sur
rounded the small figure which yet
bad so much of royalty, and laughed
and chatted Hght-heartedly. In a few
moments, when Colonel Laity's engi-
neers and the third artillery should
have arrived the Prince would have
five thousand men under his com-
mand. The great game was practical:
Iy won—"rince Louis was all but Em-
peror,

Suddenly, above the sea of sound, a
commotion was heard at the farther
end of the barrack yaurd. The colonel
of the forty-sixth, Colonel Talandier,
had arrived. Very loyal to Louls Phil-
lipe, very angry ut the sgcene before
him, he would not believe the news.
Ha called excitedly, and the men's
volees died down uas they saw him
gesticulating

“Soldiers,” he cried,

“you are de-

celved! This man for whom you are
ghouting 8 an adventurer, an im-
postor!"

In the shock of silence which fol-
lowed his words, another volce rang
out, clear and Indignant, the volee of
a staff-officer whom they all knew.

“It |s not the nephew of the Em-
peror! It 18 the nephew of Colonel
Vaudrey! 1 recognize him!™ Lthe offl-
cer erled In a strong staceato, and a
gnap as if loe-water had been scat-
tered went through the crowded
place

There 18 nothing more absurd in his-
tory than the Instant effect of this
quick-witted lle. Only with a mer
curinl Freneh mob, perhaps. could it
have succeeded, but It succeeded here
with hopeless swiftness. It flew from
mouth to mouth—they weres cheatod,
tricked; the Emperor's nephew, thelr
Prince, had not come; this young man

| wns n makebelieve, a substitute, the

nephew of an officer; some of the
saldiers who had shown most enthus-
jasm almost lost thelr minds now in
rage

Colonel Talandier began to form his
meni the Prines, composed as ever,
yol earnest, swift, tried to rally his,
but It was impossible to start any-
where, in this confusion, for line and
artiflery had becomae mixed In an un
managenble mob. A word from ecither
Prince or colonel and  blood would
have Nlowed

Yet the steadfast mind kept its
hope; he glaneed every moment toward
the ramparts. The third must appesr
there shortly; it could not be many
minutes. They would turn the tide
One glimpse of that wsolid swinging
regiment and the day would be saved

and enlvation was certain. ‘The
third was coming, would be hera any

second—Francols’ falthfulnesg could
ho trusted.
Slowly, with his oflicers crowding

about him, he was driven toward tha
barracks wnll, and, In a fash, from
a man was before him,
thrusting a bit of paper at him. With
a swift movement he had it opened
and read:

“Destiny throws arsenal into our
hands, Have taken third artillery to
hold it. [ waft to bring the news—a
jewel for your crown. Vive I'Emper
eur! Beaupre,"

Few meti ever heard Louils Napo-
jeon sob, vel the officers stood about
him at that moment caught s sound
that wrung them. It meant the end,
and they knew It. Passlonately he
crushed the paper and threw it Into
the seething mass, '

FEEDING BIRDS IN WINTER

Kindly Act to Set “Dinner Thble" for
the Wild Feathered Song-
sters.

How best to feed the birds Is al-
most an art in itself. A winter lunch
counter spread with suet, nuts, hemp
seed, meat and crumba will attract
nuthatches, chickadees, downy and
hairy woodpeckers, creepers, bluejays,
ete. Canary seed, buckwheat, oata
and hay chaff scattered on the
ground beneath will provide an lrre-
gistible banquet for other feathered
boarders. A feeding place of this sort
can be arranged for convenlent obser-
vatlon from a window and afford no
end of diversion and lpstruction. But
whether close to home or far afield,
the grest secret of success in such
work |8 regularity. Begin to put the
food out early in November, and let
the birds get to know that they are
slways sure to find a supply of dain-
tles in & certaln spot, and the news
will scon spread among them. [n win-
try weather, especially, it is amazing
w can be accomplished by feeding
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of them 414, this man‘'s anomnious yet '

was

“Fool! He hias thrown nway the em
pire” he hissed through set teeth.
“If T could run him through!™

Then, quickly, he war himself again
Serenely while the maddenaed soldlers
pressed on him, he turned and spoke
a quiet word to hia friends, and then,
serenely, too, with a gnze that was
half contemptuous, half friendly, he
let himself be made prisoner.

Yol the fight was not all over even
now. On the ramparts, whera the
Prince and his column should have
been, had gathered from the Faubourg
Plerre a formildable crowd, who ad-
vanced angrily to his rescue, and pelt-
ed the line regiment with stones, and
c¢ried agaln and agaln, “Vive I'Emper-
eur!” Colonel Talandier had to reck-

on with n many-sided trouble. But the

*Sire! | Bring You the Arsenal.”

heart of it was in his hands, and slow
Iy order and the old rule were coming
baolk.

The tumult of the struggle had
quieted, the wvolatile forty.sixth regl-
ment, returned to ite allegianee, stood
formed in ranks, in appearance as firm
for the king as the everlasting hills,
and, at the ond of the court was &
sad and silent, yet a stately group of
men, the Prince who had almost been
Emperor and those who had watched
glipping with his hope, thelr hopes of
grandeur.

Suddenly a horsae’s hoofs rang down
the lane from the Faubourg; & rider
clattered at gallop into the yvard and
across the front of the sgoldiers, and
every one In the agltated company
saw that the man reellng in his sad-
dle was wounded. With blind gaze he
stared about as he reined In, and
then he caught glght of the sorry
group. the Prinee and his officers. To
Francols Beaupre. clutehing to this
world by one thread of duty, this was
the victorious Emperor and his tri
umphant staff. With a choking shout
he threw himself from the horae and
fell, too far gone to stand, at the
Prince’'s faet,

“Sire, 1 bring you the arsennl,” he
stammered painfully, loudly. In the
gllence of the courtyard one heard
every word, “Two wishes—good falr
{en—" he gaspad. And then, his momth
twisting to a amile, "the third-—Is no
matter.*

Louls Donaparte looked down at the
man whose dying face stared up at
him In a rapture of loyalty; whose life
hnd been consecrated to him; whose
death wag for him; who had lost him
an empire. For a second o struggle
shook him, and then the large kind.
ness through which he came nearcst
to greatness, overflowed., In the ea.
reer 1o come was no nﬁf.‘l" moment. no
higher inspiration for Prinee Louls
than this, He bent close to the glaz

“Ing eyes

“Cournge!” he sald clearly. "Cour
age, mon ami, Uive for me and for
our country. Live, my brother Fran.
cole—Chevalier Beaupre, Maorshal of
the Hmpire.” And the Prince's sword
flashed out and touched hid shoulder,

The other world closing about him
Francols heard—they (id not doubt it

who saw the oyes flame a8 o firefly |

flames out of darkness, and when Ais
lips stirred they knew that he wishod
to cry once more “Vive I'Emperear!"
Frenchmen all. ghaken with the e
ing drama, the rulned men who stood
about h dufeated Prince eried it for
him—the old magic cry of the Dona
partes. With kepls lifted, as one man,
“Vive I'Empereuar!” the deep volces
cried, halling a lost cause for a lost
life, But only the Prince knew that
a thought came after; only he caught,
on the gasp which let the soul out, a
girl'’s name, He bent quickly again,
with an eager assurance, but it was
late. The accolade of a higher king
had touched his servant, and the
knightly soul of Francols had risen.
THE END.

boak, tufted titmouse, Canada jay.
Florida jay, Oregon jay, and redpoll
Even In spring untiring patience has
resulted In the gratification of this su-
preme ambition of the bird lover, and
bluebird, robin, catbird, brown thrash-
ér and yellow throated vireo have
been known to feed from the hand of
a trusted friend, even with plenty of
food all around —From Boy Scouts of
Ameriea.

American Benefactions.

Many a worthy but struggling char
ity has been placed on its feet by a
timely bequest or gift from a living
friend, and the whole cause of organ-
jzed benevolence has frequent rea-
son to rejolce over this tendency
which, while not by any means con-
flned to one natlopality, I8 known in
the United States on a scale never
known before. Large gifts in this
country amounted last year to more
than $300,000,000, without Including
any of less than $10,000. HExamined
In detall the list ls & long one, The
evident purpose (s (o benefil man-
kind in making it better equipped tor
the duties of life, and to prevent and

amellorate human suffering. Educa-
hospitals and san}
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'I bave a pretty name.

in

ot Qe
First in Economy
and for these reasong
Calumet Baking
Powder is first in the
hearts of the

of housewives who
use it and know it.

CHICAGO

o e e e e Catmnt

Calemet is lar vuperio to seur

— —
All-Round Man.
“Doea he belong to the 400
“Yes, Indeed; he's one of
clphers.”

SPRING SUGGESTION.

Take two or three Wright's India.
Vegetauble Pllls upon retiring a few
times and you will say that they'r
the best Spring Medicine you've eve
tried. Send for trial box to 372 Pear
street, New York.—Adv.

Timely Caution,
“Geneviove, | notice you llke te
write your name on the eggs You
pack."

“Yeg," admitted the dalry mald. "De
you objeet?”

“Not at all,’ sald the farmer. “You
Write it upon
all the eggs vou please  But don't
sel down any dates"”

Quick Explainer.

“You needn’t take your shoes off
in the hall,” sald Mrs, C. Vere, "ho
ping to concenl the fuct that you have
been out till' € o'clock in the morne
fug."

“No conceslment intended,” replied
her husband, 1 wns werely getting
a little practise in the new fad of
tangoing in stocking feet

Virtue of Self-Expression.

If children are allowed to give vent
to all that Is joyous und happy and
gpontaneous in their natures, they will
be infipitely more likely to blossom
out into helpful men and women, in-
stead of gedute, suppressed, sad-faced
Individuals Children who are encour-
aged In self-expression through their
play instinct will not only make much
more normal human belngs, but will
make better business men, better pro-
fessional men, better citizens, better
men and women generally. They will
succeed better and have n nobler In-
fluence in the world. Joy and fun are
great developers, calling out our rich-
est resources, coducating our fuller
powers.—Nautilus.

A Sure

Favorite

—saves 'tho house-
wife much thank-
less cooking—

Post
Toasties

The factory cooks them
perfectly, toasts toa
delicate, golden-brown, and
sends them to your table
ready to eat
sealed package. :

Fresh, crisp, easy to setve,

Wonderfully

Ask any grocer—
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